The Mysterious Soldier 
She sat alone, the air a wispy but heavy fog. 
The cemetery was quiet, save the occasional call of a night bird. 
She'd seen him, she knew she had and she would wait here every night, for the rest of 


her life, if she had to...if it meant seeing him again. 


He'd only been a glimpse, a shadow and she was sure that her seeing him had been a 
mistake - on his part. 


Not all ghosts wish to be seen. 
Those eyes...she'd never forget those pale, blue eyes, hidden beneath a powdered wig. 
That was all she remembered...sort of. 


She remembered a smooth face and hard set jaw on a handsome face. His face held a 
purpose...a purpose he was bound to complete. 


His uniform was definitely British. She knew the British had been to these shores. 
But why the cemetery? Was he visiting the men he'd lost in battle? 
Was he buried here? She had no idea his name, so she had no way to search for him. 
But she'd keep watch. A wisp of mist, a veil of smoke rising from the ground... 


It was no secret, in fact, it was a tourist draw, that a few battles had been rumored to 
have been fought here...battles that had helped turn the tide of the War. 


Had he changed sides? Had he died serving the Crown? 


Who was he? She had to know... 


